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In this issue of Cultural Studies Review we have been joined by Linnell Secomb as co-editor
and facilitator of the special section ‘Affective Community’, which also provides us with the
issue’s tag. The essays in this section, introduced by Linnell in the following pages, originate
from the Hybridity/Community Conference held at the University of Sydney in March 2002.
We also feature three essays that explore issues of space and vision. Of these essays, Scott
McQuire’s is a provocative exploration of what ‘scenes’ from a cultural history of transparency
might look like. In a Benjaminian gesture of thinking allegorically about Big Brother his essay
moves along unexpected vectors. Paul Dawson, in ‘New Writing’, continues some of the
threads spun by Scott Brooks around fictocriticism in our previous issue and a strong lineup
of reviews beckons.
From the next issue readers will begin to notice the influence of two Editorial Board
members who have joined our hands-on editorial team: Ruth Barcan as Reviews Editor and
Amanda Lohrey as New Writing Editor. Ruth and Amanda bring to these positions both
genuine skills and particular enthusiasms which will strengthen the journal. They are already
at work commissioning contributions and shaping future issues and can be contacted through
our editorial office.
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Hammerstein. But it was surely the greatest of its many ironies that it should become a
musical—and one of the most successful of their successful career.
When Hollywood had finished with it, the sexual tension between Anna and the King
eclipsed the sometimes traumatic meeting of East and West that is documented in Mrs
Leonowens’ own memoir. The traditional tyranny of the absolute monarch clashed with the
more subtle but ascendant tyranny of colonialism, and by inviting the English governess to
court King Mokmut appeared to appreciate (better than Broadway?) that this clash was a
necessary evil for which his children needed to be prepared.
The musical raised the questions of slavery and inequality in the stories of the slave girl
Tuptim and the King’s relation to Anna, but it did so as figments of an American imaginary,
which sought clues in Uncle Tom’s Cabin and the possibility of romance. Decidedly unAmerican
(and incomprehensible) elements—such as the sexual order that created the harem, and the
hierarchical power that promoted the violence of everyday life—were ignored. And especially,
above all, what was ignored was the precarious position of the Victorian Englishwoman in such
a setting, nights spent in fear of her life and days in heartbreaking labour on behalf of values
such as justice and humanity, which had no translation in the context in which she worked.
The film and the musical marvel at the strength of Anna’s character, but they do so with
an assumption of triumph given by hindsight. Her strength must have been much more
remarkable than that—when one reflects on her situation, one can only conclude that her
persistence betrays an almost insane conviction of the principles of her imperial age, despite
being faced daily with their repudiation. Her strength, which was also a kind of blindness,
is an iconic expression of the British imperialism she stood for.
But the American candifying of her story, the jolly ‘getting to know you’ of the musical
rendition, is an even truer expression of the American imperialism that colonised her colo-
nialism, making something quite different from it. And so, in the funny unconscious fashion
of things in Pinjarra, The King and I became the only possible testament to the events of 1970,
and Mrs Meares the more-than-faithful repetition of the convictions of Anna Leonowens.
When she whisked across the stage in the crinoline ‘which was itself a character in the play’,
her own inhabiting of the role showed it to be a myth that was explaining, for other purposes,
another colonial scene.
I didn’t learn of the event known locally as ‘the Battle of Pinjarra’ at school, although I heard
it mentioned. Details were sketchy, but it was said to have happened down at the river. Certain
names—Stirling, Peel and ‘the battle of Pinjarra’—the Murray River Aboriginal Association
are now requesting be changed out of respect for the dead. They want it renamed the Pinjarra
massacre, as a record of the violence visited on the tribal ancestors.
